CHAPTER 296 


May 30, 2014 


“| think | want to vomit.” 


The group slowly wandered the streets of Inaba. | wish | could describe them is 
empty, but the coffins looming over everyone every which way more than 
contradicted that that statement. Lifeless was probably a worse term if only 
because it was indeed possible to be true on several definitions at once, and no one 
wanted to consider the possibility that there were casualties here. The way those 
coffins seemed to watch over the Investigation Team as they passed by made 
everyone sick to their stomachs; they stood as a constant reminder of all the friends 
and family that were trapped in purgatory, waiting for salvation, whether it be 
through them or some divine intervention. Justin would prefer if the gods kept their 
noses out of sorting through the damned; just this one time. All the same, the group 
wandered around with no real direction in mind, though plenty ON the mind. For 
starters, most couldn’t help but wonder why coffins, and more importantly, how 
could they get them out. Justin supposed the only means would be to get that 
device the false Mitsuru was showing off and shut it down, right? That would put an 
end to this... ‘dark hour mumbo jumbo.’ And from there they could all catch up with 
the imposter, who conveniently enough already told everyone his pathway through 
Japan already in a show of bold bravery. The problem was, no one had the slightest 
idea where to find this box. Instead, they just wandered about, taking in the sights 
of a town they once called home. No... This wasn’t home. It was a shadow of what 
Inaba was; which was appropriate since there was no doubt a shadow or two Iurking 
around in this fog, or so one would presume. 


“I’m almost afraid to go home and see if everyone’s alright.” Yu spoke up, sadness 
in his voice. No one could blame him for being nervous about his family; no one 
particularly wanted to go back to their houses either, knowing all too well they’d be 
met by several coffins in the living room. And it was a shame, because there were a 
lot of things that could come in handy from their respective rooms. For starters, 
Yosuke still had a pair of those knives hidden in his closet, because really, his 
parents didn’t seem to care even after he got arrested for brandishing them around 
in Junes. Boys will be boys it would seem. Less obvious, however, was that Yu had 
access to guns at the Dojima residence; Dojima’s and an old, burnt out magnum 
revolver that belonged to a friend of his. He had replaced it relatively quickly you 
see, and he just didn’t have much use for it; so Yu stored it underneath some loose 
floor paneling where no one could find it... like a memento. Now if only he kept a 
memento of a time that didn’t involve attempted arson and murder. 


“It’s probably fine at my house if anyone needs to take a nap or something.” Justin 
spoke up. They had been crammed into a car for two days, escaped the police, and 


been shot at just to name a few things that had gone horribly wrong. So it wasn’t 
entirely out of the question that they just take a few hours to rest up and catch their 
breath. After all, it wasn’t like any of these people were going anywhere... The 
terrorists who made all these people into coffins might have been, but that was 
hardly on the mind of the drowsy teenagers. Maya yawned particularly loud at the 
prospect of getting off her feet for a couple hours... or days... or weeks... or forever. 
Yosuke smiled softly in turn. Yeah, he was much too determined to take a snooze, 
but Maya had about had her fill of drama and pain; she deserved to rest for just a 
little while. God knows wandering around fighting terrorism wasn’t going to help her 
heal from that bullet wound any faster, and that wasn’t even considering Yukiko 
didn’t exactly pull it out the proper way. | mean what did they expect? It’s not like 
she had tweezers to tug it out correctly. 


“I'll take Maya over to the house. It might do her some good to get off her feet for a 
little bit. Key’s still under your mat?” Justin’s muscles tensed up slightly. He agreed 
it was a good idea to get Maya in the house and into bed for a while, but what he 
hadn’t expected was Yosuke to know exactly where Maya left the key to the house. 
Now why would Yosuke need to know where the keys to Justin’s house were unless 
he was planning to get in? And it’s not like he had a lot of reason to show up except 
for perhaps his girlfriend. But funny enough, Justin never once saw Yosuke come in 
without being let in, so that meant if he did he had done it while Justin was asleep. 
Now, Justin had no proof that Yosuke even showed up at night, let alone pulled any 
funny business, but all the same he could feel the rage flowing through his blood at 
what he could only imagine Yosuke had (probably) been doing behind his back this 
entire time. 


“How do you know where | keep my ke-“ 


“Shit!” Justin was cut off before him and Yosuke could start tearing each other’s 
throats out by the sound of a trash can hitting the pavement, as if someone had 
knocked it over, followed by what sounded like annoyed exasperation. It didn’t take 
more than a split second for everyone who had a weapon on them to draw it and 
prepare themselves for whatever had caused that sound. Could be a cat for all they 
knew, but they weren’t gonna take any chances. Justin’s trigger finger was pressed 
firmly against the rigger, ready to fire a shot if he saw even the slightest movement 
he didn’t like. “Come out here. Now.” He barked an order, barrel pointed at the 
shadow against the alleyway the noise had originated from. Someone was there 
alright, though what he was doing sneaking around was anyone’s guess. The 
shadow’s arms raised slowly sliding across the wall as the human presence made 
itself towards the mouth of the alleyway. 


“Alright, you got me.” Kurt remarked, arms raised in the air slightly sarcastically. 
Hey, they may been friends, but don’t think he didn’t know Justin wouldn’t hesitate 
to shoot him if he didn’t come out peacefully. | mean, this was Kurt we’re talking 
about; the guy who got shot in the face and just spat the bullet up, so | suppose 


that wouldn’t be a HUGE deal, but getting shot still hurts, you know? Justin seemed 
confused at first, but he eventually holstered his weapon, a huge smile on his face. 
He was just happy to see Kurt was alright. He had changed a lot since last time they 
spoke. For one, he had cut that long, wavy hair, so that it was barely hanging past 
the air, spiked up in the back ever so slightly to give it volume. He had quit the 
smuggling business and tried going back to school for his medical degree... But as 
he found out, that really wasn’t up his alley either. Now he just worked as a cashier 
in the shopping district, which was alright he supposed. He didn’t have to do much 
in a small place like this, so really, he sat back and watched the sun for a living. It 
wasn’t half bad. Justin extended his arms out to give Kurt a quick hug. He was just 
happy to see at least one of his friends was alright. And if he wasn’t so busy being 
excited about Kurt, he would have seen more than one of his friends were alright. 
As it turned out, Kurt, Rise, Kanji, and Naoto had all managed to find each other and 
form this pseudo-survivor group, on the prowl for anything that could help them 
figure out what was going on. They weren’t having much luck. 


“Jesus Christ man, you should have just said it was you!” Justin scolded Kurt a bit as 
he pulled back. Kurt just shrugged with indifference, a bit of a shrug on his face as if 
to say ‘you know me.’ Always living on the edge. That was Kurt’s problem, he 
secretly loved the thrill; life was too boring without it, it’s why he could never make 
it in the medical field, everything was too by the books. He wanted to experiment. 
He wanted to go nuts. He wanted there to be risks, not to other people, but to 
himself. The adrenaline rush of knowing he cheated death, or the law, or even 
himself. Nothing like it in the world, and Kurt fell in love with it. Justin smiled before 
turning around to find everyone else had been doing their own relieved greetings 
between the missing members of the Investigation Team. Justin hadn’t even seen 
them, so it came as a bit of a surprise to see them. “Well, looks like the gang’s all 
here. Is everyone alright.” 


“Oh we're fine, senpai.” Rise countered, bubbly as ever; which was strange because 
pretty much all her friends and loved ones were GIANT COFFINS right now. I’m just 
saying, that might be good justification for being a little more sober about 
everything. “Turns out the fog doesn’t do anything to persona users. Or shadows!” 
She laughed slightly as Kurt did a small little bow, as if to take pleasure in the face 
he was also immune to this fog bullshit. 


“We've been completely cut off from the outside world. No television signals, no 
radio signals; we haven't the slightest clue what’s been going on out there.” Naoto 
interrupted, trying to catch Justin and the others up on the more important 
information. You know, the things relevant to saving this town from fog? Of course, 
it was more like a ‘we have no more idea than you what’s happening, catch us up to 
date’ than anything actually useful. Justin scratched the tip of his nose for a 
moment, contemplating how they could make this short and to the point. 


“Well uh... basically someone impersonating Mitsuru and Aigis set up some kind of 
device here in Inaba that stimulates something called the uh...” He paused for a 
moment to look at Junpei as if to check his permission to use the word; or maybe 
even just to make sure he was saying this right. Honestly it all sounded like 
gibberish to him, and this is coming from the guy who solved a murder case inside 
the television set. Kurt, Kanji, Rise, and Naoto all had no idea who Junpei was, so 
they were a little confused what he was doing here, but they weren’t gonna 
question it since they knew him not being a coffin meant he had the power to help. 
“Dark Hour, which turns everyone without Persona powers, or | guess Shadows-“ 
Another bow from Kurt. “into coffins. And uh... The shadow operatives are sort of 
being framed... Including you.” 


“Usle” 
“Oh no, not you Kurt, just them.” 


“Oh, that’s uh... better?” He shrugged. Look, he wasn’t gonna say he was cool with 
the others being labeled terrorists, but if he was in the clear, he wasn’t gonna 
complain. Kurt was in fact the only one not an honorary shadow operative, so he 
was completely scott free when all was said and done here. The benefits of not 
getting involved in bullshit, huh? 


“But we’re not Shadow Operatives!” 
“Yeah, about that...” 

“.. Justin, what did you do?” 

“Hey why are you assuming it was me?” 


“Because you're you.” 


